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nephew's in jail too—Yevchenko—heard of him? My
name's Gobun. Soon they1!! have all the young folks be-
hind bars—all the more room for us old ones! One of the
gendarmes told me they'd send my nephew to Siberia.
Sounds like them, the swine!"
He turned to Nikolai and began drawing on his pipe,
frequently spitting on the floor.
"So she doesn't want to? That's her business," he said
jerkily. "When a fellow's free, he can start walking if
he's tired of sitting, or start sitting if he's tired of walk-
ing. If they rob you, shut your eye, if they beat you, don't
cry, if they kill you, there you lie. Everybody knows that.
But I'll get that nephew of mine out, you can be sure of
that."
The mother was puzzled by the way he barked out his
crisp sentences, but she envied the conviction with which
he had said those last words.
She was thinking of Nikolai as she went down the
street with the cold wind and the rain in her face.
"How he has changed! It's unbelievable!"
As she remembered the smith, she murmured almost
prayerfully, "So you see I'm not the only one who has
taken a new hold on life!" And then her thoughts
turned to her son. "If only he'd agree!"
XXII
As she was saying good-bye to Pavel in the prison
office on the following Sunday, she felt him press a tiny
ball of paper into her palm. She started as though it had
burnt her hand, and glanced inquiringly into his face, but
she found no answer there. Pavel's blue eyes were smil-
ing their usual calm resolute smile.
"Good-bye," she said with a sigh.
He held out his hand again, and a shade of tenderness
passed over his face.
"Good-bye, Mummy."
She waited, clinging to his hand.

